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Of sningle-coated shelving sand
That splits two channels of the creek;

She plunged it where the current whirls.

Then poised it on her sunny curls;

Waste water decked with sudden pearls
Her glancing arm and glowing cheek.
What more is left to speak ?

It matters not how I became

The guest of those who lived here then;
I now can scarce recall the name

Of this old station ; long years, ten
Or twelve it may be, have flown past,
And many things have changed since last
I left the spot, for years fly fast,

And heedless boys grow haggard men

Ere they the change can ken.

The spells of those old summer days

With glory still the passes deck,
The sweet   green hills still   bloom   and
blaze

With crimson gold and purple fleck.
For these I neither crave nor care,
And yet the flowers perchance are fan?
As when I twined them in her hair,

Or strung  ttiem  chainwise  round her
neck.

What now is left to reck ?

The pure clear streamlet undefiled
Durgles the flowery upland yet;

It lisps and prattles hke a child,

And laughs, and makes believe to fret,

O'erflowing rushes rank and high;

And on its dimpled breast may lie

The lizard and the dragonfly.1

1 The manuscript, winch is carelessly written and unrevised,
abruptly leaves off here.